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For my mom. 
  
   
 2 
Founding  
 
 
Let’s play it this way: you mistake my face for roses. They are blue roses. No, they aren’t  
  
 actually. Red like everyone else’s. Valentine classic flowers now that we play it  
 
safe. Now that we’ve swept away the molted feathers, melted hot glue, fur tufts, declawed 
 
 our kneading paws, the litter of craft out of the street. Cleared out, cleansed, I want 
 
to drink the thorny water out of vases. Now you play me for real. And there have been times when 
 
 to say that was secret language or an esoteric pick-up line. I want to show you my soft 
 
belly so we can understand what other people mean by vulnerability. Like when I used to say 
  
 fuck me for the gut reaction. Courage tastes as wilted as the petals on the pavement outside 
 
the florist shop in February. Whisper: sure. But I walk home hugging my ribs, fingering spaces 
 
 for cold air and spin myself into a girl who tells you she’s followed home, bright and jittery.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 3 
Modesty 
 
 
A mode. Fingers  
to cheek clicking 
tongue over missing 
 
fillings.  Call me  
marm, not ma’am  
ask please lift  
your long skirt 
to confirm  
 
an underneath. 
I am not. To see 
what to hide  
am hiding 
 
am trying  
like an orange 
cannot conceal 
 
the pulp veins  
running through 
it river–no, 
lung-like if you 
 
peel it open flat 
a whole pulmonic 
system. But you 
 
say liberate   
like it’s a dirty 
word you’d 
whisper into  
 
the gap in my 
thighs   that I 
tried so hard 
 
to cut out just 
for you or like 
it’s a reason  
 
to pull his hair 
or like the shapes 
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my figure doesn’t 
make, loving the non- 
 
form it takes on 
amphibious under 
wool,  hibernating 
 
even in summer. 
Why anyone would 
learn to like surprises: 
 
the condition  
of amorphous 
amorous  
am I attractive to  
you?  
 
This humanish  
shape shifts 
until the fabric 
 
swims upriver 
like a salmon – 
 
we all mate to die  
better to be 
swallowed whole 
 
than told to show 
this precious flesh 
 
to anyone who  
might burn up 
dissolving with a proud  
 
roar a heavenly  
body when they  
see one.  
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Texas Summer 
 
 
July is a fast, an exercise for the exorcist. We marvel 
 at those first settlers who lived without 
fans. The humidity makes me hate everyone 
 
more than the sink refusing to drain. Do I really 
 live in such an obvious terrarium?  
As if bread going from a hot trunk to an overly 
 
air-conditioned kitchen, my lungs fill with mold; 
 central air. My fluorescent complexion   
beads with sweat. Mr. Blue Jay attends me   
 
my live audience, peering into one of the five 
 body-length windows from his live oak 
branch. He pants in the heat or worm-hunts 
 
hungrier than me. Parched, roaming around  
 the building each night searching 
for filtered water: Ophelia with dirty feet  
 
and no bathtub. Someone told me the architect 
 of this building designs prisons; the sounds 
in the hallway tell me there is life out there, too.  
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Etymology  
 
 
Every mutter roils 
the swamp as I push 
and push away this place 
 
of in-between. Liminal 
like its airport I almost 
slept in twice. This is not 
 
my land. A midwife 
welcomed me into her 
birthing room instead. It 
 
comes back to any  
person or entity which 
performs mothering;  
 
also called hysterical  
passion. Deny, deny 
the source or origin 
 
because this is mine 
reflected back in  
neon lineage–  
 
can you fathom  
something that is, 
is the greatest  
 
or most significant 
of its kind? Then throw 
out the root māter  
 
as deformed, lacking 
affection or miscarried.  
An active womanhood,  
 
I think, another test. 
The first sound I make: 
the proverbial ma.  
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Pieces (2004)  
 
 
Unstable white like the good  
 bad luck of an opal. And I  
said, fine, it’s nice to learn  
 why the wedding dress 
was cotton. My nine  
 year old body didn’t fit 
in. Imagined tearing  
 it bodice from hem 
tossing pieces of cheap 
 appliqué into the air 
suspended like snow 
 above an HVAC unit 
blowing with all its  
 churning breath 
to try to stop the cold 
 wetness from getting in.  
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Recognition 
 
 
The very liberation of saying no. The things 
I hate. Summer pushing its fingers through 
winter. How it took me this long – half of  
an education – to admit. The shit I really 
hate: the word uncomfortable and cigarette 
smoke. Who’s my real competition these 
days (questions that self-serve automatic 
like a voice on the other side of a drive thru 
speaker). Abbreviations. Daily spine training;  
confessing dislike for a lovable character, 
how I feel dumbstruck joy when Maude 
decides to die. Recognizing there are cruel 
things about me like how I love to know  
the old and their habits die eventually too.  
Practicing. Next time maybe I’ll say it hurts  
during a cavity filling when she hits a nerve.  
The sound of self: learning when to say enough is.  
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A Ritual  
 
 
Waxy happy paper, marigold as the masquerading cheese on the burgers 
served here. Alone by the window. A vapor of her tears away from me 
to saunter up to the counter. One Happy Meal, please after three days 
of fasting. Hands shaking, yeah, the dollar, not the cigarette, to the lady 
at the register. This is a family restaurant? Squeezing out of my holey  
tight-covered thighs. Last night we were attached still. Count every sip,  
every octave my voice reached over the crowd of people in my living  
room whose neon faces were as familiar as the contents of these patties 
called meat. The glittered body left all over town. Lifting up, 
carbonated or inebriated, my feet  
from the ground. She sits in the loneliest  
places, fishnet arm warmers folded neatly  
beside her, only friend in the booth. Salt  
in my fingertips as if passed blood to blood.  
We both wear our nights well – clear  
like the lemon-lime soda in my cup to calm 
the roiling of my remindful stomach.  
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Molding  
 
 
Spilled out   
lost the weekend  
again 
 
my yolk 
every where  
I am coupled 
to this    where do you 
think you’re going         
   
(where water goes)         
   
Me and the liver spot 
speckled sky     
a hundred wombs  
ready to split open 
when I try   
 
to learn how stars 
are born 
all search results     
automate 
to astrological  charts    
 
as if even the internet 
– Mom calls it dark  
web – knows my  
intellectual  
capability as it 
hunches over tight 
stomach-balling up  
when asked to trapeze        
 
truly I agree with you        
the Big Dipper is over-       
   
rated IQ tests, too     
but it seems valid  
to demand 
   
more empathy, 
more intellect     
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Take me for some 
one who looks  
for signs 
on license plates        
so much of my life        
    is uncharted      
sturdy as gelatin    
green as ever    
I run for cover 
like a dog   
when fireworks  
ignite 
 when told 
to tuck my head 
brace for  
the belly up  
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Overnight in Houston 
 
 
Lately she has defended 
my friends’ unshaven  
armpits, which makes me  
feel proud of her. I like it. 
She takes me to her old haunts 
where pavement cracks 
near the flower markets 
but somehow roses still 
bloom in the black tar 
heat. First enchiladas.  
I watch a child try to feed 
a mockingbird tortilla chips  
through the patio fence. We  
are parallel lines. In the car,  
my palms make a shaded 
crown so I can see her life  
without a glare; all the way  
to the neighborhood of her  
wealthy, once boyfriend  
who shares the male part  
of my name. Her gestures 
retell this history as if hers 
is an act of palingenesis. She 
used to dance all night until she  
went home with just two dollars 
and a pack of cigarettes.  
The Gulf ingests most  
of what hurricanes feed it.  
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Pieces (2015) 
 
 
Nouveau riche: it’s not my 
 
   money. Whose? Like a mother’s 
 
breast for the infant, those days  
 
   are gone. She’s not ashamed 
 
and I am for how I used to be. 
 
   Uncycled, my mind makes  
 
plausible repetition. I recreate 
 
   it over and over. A blue crescent 
 
covered by creamy powder. I dry  
 
   swallow a hunk of ground meat.  
 
What’s the fight about? On her  
 
   upper cheek: inheritance. Her skin  
 
less soft than it once was plush 
 
   as an over-priced velour tracksuit.  
 
Her opalescent face in chiseled out 
 
   in pieces. To be expected. She turns  
 
toward the summer in the window 
 
   when our plates were cleared. Remind 
 
me about love to the moon and back,  
 
   and again, hanging on a gold necklace. 
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Inheritance  
 
 
In the fourth largest American 
city, that summer month, I ate like she did. 
   Rolled under my tongue the idea of a mothering place.   
 
She wore fur coats, ripped stockings 
  in those 60 degree winters,   
    spreading her wings like a child 
 
in her mother’s perfume saturated closet.   
Hand-me-down clothes 
from that time, vintage then, ageless now – 
 
 we watch each other in the mirror 
  as I tighten the belts, fit well in the dresses, 
pause at the unrelenting zippers. On those dark, quiet  
 
live oak nights, I’d go out, listen for the sounds 
  she heard, the cocaine pulse,  
acceleration, curated anonymity, oil-rich friends, 
  
waiting for pneumonia.  
  Did she walk with me?  
Part of me believes  
 
 she picked up mono on purpose 
  so she could die there, 
alone in her apartment 
  
catalogue model thin, lounging, 
with a machine full of messages. 
 I do believe, I did, too. 
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How to Break a Broken Thing  
 
 
Check second 
a second guess 
no one believes 
when you 
cry wolf so when 
in your scrubbing 
hands, the sky 
comes apart 
unfamiliar 
in its pieces 
all the clouds 
on a backdrop 
so blue docile 
moments ago 
walking funny 
so close in kin 
a cousin even 
of humanly  
membrane  
jokes on you 
didn’t lose 
it when you 
thought no 
longer a  
member 
of the jeunes 
filles en fleurs 
not sure if 
a hand or 
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tampon did you 
in nubile Not  
a real flower 
of course 
until she held up 
a hand mirror 
to show the  
bloom of you: 
the red poppy 
pushing its lips 
puckering up 
painfully yes 
when she plucked 
touched there 
She calls it 
traumatized 
unlike Princess 
Di’s an outdated  
bad reference  
what’s not there  
is always 
the question 
do not call it 
nothing or 
the germ- 
ination of 
a woman 
No the sky 
is not falling 
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Iphigenia and Electra on a Walk  
For my sister  
 
 
Pink umbrella drift, I see a gleam 
there speckled in green sea glass  
as if lauded in a tender song made 
by wind chimes. I knew as a child: 
there are more beautiful things  
than brothers. Call to you from hell  
and back though certain you’re far  
from there. Impatient with sand- 
sorry shoes. How it’s always been. 
You missing. Me just ten steps shy 
of a mistake you wouldn’t have  
made. Why the wind takes away   
dear love; why we could ride bikes 
around a ghostly resort complex 
in the desert under the mountain’s  
silence; why we yelled for hours 
and love-punched in the next. Was 
there not a forever ghost between 
us two? Still, there are big words  
for us to fill, phantoms of suffering  
I may never understand of yours  
like you do mine. You’ve been biding,  
making life better for those who wash 
up on the shore. Still, we go on, saying 
for old time’s sake. The weirdness 
of belief in distant winds. In a lineage 
that keeps making us have to bite 
back, is there a chance for us to  
say this is it at last. Still, you’re 
the braider of all my ends. 
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What I Am Trying 
 
 
To show  
 
everyone my fighting hands, how I’ll go to bat if I  
 
am just a little closer  
 
and I can 
 
not make anything new except  
 
 what’s already been forgotten  
 
and it sucks Stephen Hawking is dead but really what about  
 
     Rosalind Franklin who died 
 from x-ray overexposure 
 
unknown  
 
I am trying to show my bruiseless underneath more often (my voice gives  
 
     away when so much else is bravado) 
 
what I am  
 
   purest, fullest – sincerely  
 
trying to say is I am still someone who hasn’t learned  
 
      to dive any way but belly first 
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Called the Heart 
 
 
On the blinds, the little dust that lives 
with me each day. (I remember once 
written about her, she worries too much 
about dust). My lines get longer 
as the world becomes sterile. Saying  
enough about how I live out the nights 
worrying too much over what stake 
there is, the colonies of my lungs, 
politics, loudly gossiping about the night 
before in front of the woman who employs 
all of us here. I woke up naked one morning 
alone, of course, a blessing that softs my 
stomach  
 (not her, Jacque, pronounced Jackie, she says 
like, “Jackie O,” and it fits despite her bright white 
mane, the girl who’s beautiful and kind from Minnesota 
—befriends me even though I am awkward-shy  
and stumble over an answer when she invites me  
to go to honkytonks with her despite my reservations  
we bond over a humid walk around campus finding  
the secret bar where beer is cash only, two dollars, 
I never have cash, on draft and we make plans  
and suddenly I hate myself for believing the old rule 
about prettiness and meanness—and wakes up with 
the man who makes eyes at the students 
touches them when only no one else sees 
what they do not want to see, with him 
a morning after to the remark nothing happened 
yet the nakedness of it). The weakness 
of my restraint. The city I live in beyond 
the live oaks that keep us guarded called a southern 
ivy. Can I admit to myself 
  this is the big city my fangs  
have waited for. Sink myself into the swamp 
of the heat. There are no insects here, no life 
beyond the heartbeat of the people I sit smashed 
next to into the LED light of the ride-share car, 
their voices humming a different kind of weather 
into my head. Once I see a squirrel dart up a tree 
with a dirt-covered lollipop and I smile try to approach 
it but it rears up on me with its black eyes and I want 
to grab it and run at the same time. Moments from one 
more person touching me, a friendly commune 
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of summertime work we all share drinks despite 
my one rule against swapping my bacteria 
with someone else’s. Something garish  
 in the neon afterglow I let illuminate  
me. The girls offer me their clothes to wear  
out, spill wine over and wash urgently the next  
day. Let it make me. I try to picture her long blonde  
hair as mine grows thinner. Over-exercise  
to model myself but the body I can’t bear to starve.  
Condemn the things it can’t do can’t breathe in,  
can’t be as fast as the rich white kids she knew  
or I know. My mouth fills with cotton anytime  
I have to define fun. When Eric and I walk late  
nights to Bodega’s, over the light rail tracks  
twice, breathing in his cigarettes and my own  
repetitive complaints: one beer to get drunk  
because of exhaustion. The rat that crosses  
my path as I see the photo shoot at nine p.m.  
for a quinceañera. Others laugh when I say, 
in thought-earnest, how I hope her birthday 
is special. Nothing is repulsive except  
my own sweating cleanliness. What is grit  
but a conception of it (the story of her with the gun  
to her stomach somewhere not far from here my 
safety depends on it) 
  but I am restless for softer light. He drunk 
drives us home from a bar marketed towards bohemians 
after another man spills his blue-hued drink all over  
my tote bag and I toss my head back laughing so desperate  
to be someone more mysterious than who I am  
after reading their astrological charts like I know  
the difference between an Aries and a Capricorn  
skipping dinner so that the discounted wine  
we still pay too much for is more worth our money – 
sometimes I wonder if the kids know how much  
the people who teach them don’t stick around after class 
hours for movie-night. How I masturbate after reading 
a book about modernist heroines (wives of)  
and oppression and being trapped in your one-bedroom  
living space. I have never lived anywhere more  
or less glamorous. And then his friend kills himself  
and we’re sitting in a bar at noon. There are reasons  
I am chosen as the one who people confide in because  
I fail to keep up. Wide eyed listening like the blue jay  
who sits outside of my window during afternoon breaks  
who pretends  I don’t really talk to myself. Walk the loop  
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around Montrose in the sight of the sun, my pants  
  even my underwear soaked through 
and I never once cry until the third to last 
day over the kid with pneumonia who lives one 
door down from me. We pause our long walk  
around the city to pee because we’ve gone  
so from where we were before. This is the city 
my father drove to and pulled a cigarette  
out of her mouth, said enough. Romantic to me  
at fifteen though I’m not sure now; to realize how  
much I want it. For you to show up. To wear  
something that makes me look like a sliver  
of light. There are times I sleep before the day’s 
end has clasped its hand with the shadows  
of the trees. I only catch the darkness the final  
crescent of a morning on the way out. Can I be  
any more than this shell trying to fill its belly  
with her gulps and your absence. A sunrise 
like a toothbrush hitting the back of my throat.  
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Parsley Tea  
 
 
Nauseated at an oyster 
sitting in its own brine  
with its insides—or even   
a displaced parasite—harvesting  
on its shell. I will not be indecisive  
when the time comes. My belly  
bloats like mildew heavy ceiling tiles.  
This sushi bar is an accidental  
 
enemy. Later, hem hawing over the herb  
I will brew and drink as tea – belief  
in an old witch’s remedy. What 
will make me a better woman? 
All seven hundred babies  
left in hot cars, when she wished 
 
she would have been honest 
to her own mother before she 
weeded a beautiful bloom.  
I boil the bitter herb. What I want 
to say is I love her, the maker 
of tiny biomes and the gardener  
who was not afraid to raze  
the bulbs her teenaged self 
accidentally planted. This world 
is not yet mine to give to.  
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Montrose  
 
 
Stop at the tracks 
of the light rail    look  
both ways  to the right  
is safe –     so cross 
 
the phantom train’s swish 
softer than the cicadas’ 
constant creaks      my bedtime 
serenaders. Third shower 
 
after a fourth cheap beer 
and stale tortilla chips.   The dirt 
of Montrose Boulevard 
 
powders my ruddy nose  
whitish in the station’s 
glow      only a dollar 
and a half to go    downtown  
sober and on my lonesome  
 
(a bad country song 
or cowboy idiom 
fit for an old wild west 
romance   of the golden age) 
 
and I am 
hollowed out. A mile back 
 
to my dark enclosure 
air      conditioned 
airless     so alien 
in its false illumination  
 
somehow kin to    
the glass castle 
in Retiro Park where  
I spun in circles     
 
snapping photos 
of nothing   ignoring 
the microscopic lens 
of  an interior shot  
and all the magic 
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lost   uncapturable  
when the sun retreats 
to a place glass  
cannot invite it in.  
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Gold Dress 
 
 
Lambent shift: in and out of the light  
     
     – why can’t I cough,    cough it out.  
 
Impressionists knew how to cast shadows too  
 
but you know  
 
for therapy. You do what I do we just 
  
     do things differently. Red wine comes out a shade rosier 
 
when the stomach’s processed it for an hour.  
 
     Isn’t everything rosier when it’s been inside you 
 
for at least a few moments? I feel like this might be my ninth life 
 
     wilting like a plucked daffodil on the shower floor 
 
We sit at bars covering our mouths with gloved 
 
hands; I didn’t plan on ruining this dress.  
 
I look at her in the frame, 
 
her body the tenuity of a hair and I emulate light,  
 
or try to    she’s so hard to capture even in photos.  
  
I want to know what it’s like to almost die  
 
coming back    gasping in the nick of time 
 
because lord knows I haven’t had fun yet. 
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Pieces (1983/2017)  
 
 
 I enter into the mouth  
of the club. We joke how  
my Pisces moon will make 
a taxi cab, water vomit,  
wet shirt, alone, blubbering  
appearance tonight.  Of hers.  
 
  Not possessive, a child of 
hers. Not her child. Far from 
here, other side of town. Leave 
a piece of myself so it will find  
her scales like two snakes casting  
 
off their dusty emerald coats.   
 Fire season: sweating,  
we drive past a pond surrounded  
by mosquitos resistant to the insect  
repellant I forget to apply. Ward off.  
 
 Ask what the driver’s  
sign is as my friends laugh, hearing 
another’s voice in my ear.  
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Palingenesis  
 
 
Say grace for  
the braids of DNA,  
the sugar and salt  
in a boiling pot, 
the greenblue sequins  
 
she brocaded into 
two mood rings 
for eyes. To stud: 
 
she set me with nails 
though the other  
kindergarteners pushed  
me to the back  
of the line. I am  
 
my mother’s daughter.  
Did she come from  
 
slamming dishes  
in the sink like I 
did? All these  
years and I still  
don’t get my way; 
 
makes me think 
of intention, how  
to receive and never 
ask why: this is the work  
 
I am doing. Once  
he said I had 
all her worst 
 
traits combined 
with his. I still 
grab my sides 
 
when my tights 
get a tear, still 
glare at girls 
who don’t bundle 
up for the cold (she 
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was fully 
one of them). I  
am my mother’s 
daughter. Fully well 
when I lie. Maybe 
 
he also meant 
the mucus  
and internal 
scarring. Can 
 
never quite 
place her eye 
color: Luna moth 
green or what 
comes out  
 
of my chest 
in winter when 
I lean forward.  
 
Unfair to call it 
infection when 
our veins course 
 
with the same 
pacing insecurities; 
it’s always been 
been this way – 
 
she flecks gold  
in my blood.     
I am  
my mother’s daughter. 
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Intimacy  
 
 
Tender: the way  
the mouth forms 
gender. Baring  
down: 
 
always bearing 
this burden 
of what we know 
 
our bodies to be. 
Never really our 
question or for 
us: to speak every 
 
syllable in effort 
to perform 
 
our ceremonies 
in this economy 
of touch-and-give. 
 
The over-stress 
of pressure:  
 
how the ocean 
bares down 
harder the deeper 
 
you submerge. 
Tenderly the way 
I love: 
 
body a factor 
not an end. Hover:  
on the surface  
like a dragonfly 
 
hunting delicately. 
Every noise 
a whale-sound 
 
to say: I know 
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you as well as  
a palm’s kiss.  
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Northside  
For Leah Balkoski  
 
 
 Giddy hope, these legs  
that gallop six miles around   
 
the northside of town. A molding. 
 And then I say the whole 
 
world is a conch shell if you 
 put your ear up to it – 
 
 what echoes isn’t just 
coincidence. My back turns back 
 
to you, in case you didn’t know it,  
 always a few inches shorter 
 
with toes touching in a summer   
 we keep shucking. Bones  
 
sturdy enough for our mattresses  
 to stay on the floor. The joy 
 
 comes long after the fifth 
or so time moving the old suede 
 
couch – remember the less fragile 
 textures, and I’ll take with me 
 
the drifting days when we’re 
 still this opaquely brave.  
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To Sappho  
 
 
I stayed up late to see 
the storm from my building’s 
garden roof. Exile seems 
 
a strong word for solitude. 
I’m practicing. My lubed 
fingers tell nothing 
 
of experience: the days 
remain humid following 
downpour. If feeling is  
 
irregular. Can you kiss 
my lips as a reminder 
of the charge we share? 
 
If you come quietly 
again not like the ugly 
rain. I want your  
 
fingers to move  
my cheek muscles 
 touching and releasing  
 
me from this distress – 
I have not written  
a word in weeks.  
 
If morning arrives 
with your violet hair 
in my eyes. Naked 
 
sisters in a twin-sized  
dorm bed piecing together 
lost scraps, counting 
 
matches for anyone 
who ever laid  
a hand on us.  
 
 
 
 33 
Student of Longing  
 
 
A casket of blue – the animal of my body – soft to you and fuckable, the hair under my arms more  
 
coveted the spritely epicene parts of me or do you crave a hologram of the innocent I under  
 
younger lovers’ thumbs – those less nimble, those who sweat a gallon of male angst before they came  
 
a little. Find a partner whose perversities are compatible, I read. Once you crowned me  
 
your teacher of love. To have desire to possess or do: want like angles of refraction crossing boundaries  
 
as air goes out of my mouth into yours, bending into each other as we are light into the ocean’s  
 
waves of impulse: sudden, strong, unreflective in this urge. As blue as our baseness in moonlit shades.  
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Dreamland  
 
 
You know why wounded animals 
go off alone to die. Stomach drops 
enter dreams morphing into moths 
eating cotton candy dropped on the ground 
by some child who has your mother’s  
eyes. All overgrown: ferns bashfully  
sprouting up in the roller coaster tracks. 
Sometimes in my loving of you 
all I can picture is her cartoon 
red lips right before the camera flash 
 
a souvenir for all the shirts torn 
off in teacup spinning ecstasy. So fun 
when I call you sobbing since I lost 
my I.D. finding me curled up 
on the fur covered carpet: a sideshow 
attraction like an abandoned theme park 
people gawk at and have no courage 
to call a spade a spade or a fig a fig 
so we admit we’re too big for living  
in the pink castle forever. I am not 
really alone and can’t spend my day 
dreams imagining those mist covered 
mnemonic places that existed long ago. 
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Sappho in Pieces  
After Anne Carson  
 
 
]] To  
]] Thought 
]] my 
] word  
] nothing  
] downpour  
]] come 
 again  
] I have not   in weeks  
]] hair  
]] piecing   
]lost 
 ]] JUST LIGHT  
]] matches 
 ] on us  
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Pieces (1996) 
 
 
Mexican green tile dragging  
 under my swift, crawling 
  knees. Hot like a hand 
 
to the same fanny. I smacked 
 my face on it. Spilled 
  viscid grape soda, stuck under 
 
her clacking kitten heels. 
 Born from the foundation 
  comprising her makeup. 
 
The sapphire ring promise:  
 cut into halves – eventually 
fourths for us. These murmurs  
 
bring slow, quiet discoveries 
 of craters without names. 
  The grout in between.  
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Homestyle  
 
 
O, the olive mouth. The belly full 
of potatoes. The skin runs deep, 
 if I ever knew depth. This year 
 
is our year. I like how I can announce the way 
 I embarrassingly injured my vagina  
 while looking into my parents’ 
 mirroring eyes. All night long 
 
unslippered feet on eggshells. We 
 yield dynamite in the garden – 
still it always tastes like sugar snap 
peas. And I enjoy being green here. Tiny 
 
ears of corn, its hair like mother,  
daughter, daughter, golden. That 
 story: from nowhere else, 
 
but could we be from elsewhere. 
 
 The cats wander in from  
our woods, tick full and their blood 
is ours, too. The ownership in the stock 
we all share. What to appraise, 
 
grateful hands for the pavement 
he laid, the glazed pots from France 
she hung.  A priceless place 
 
to carve in one’s name. I’ll praise  
 and I’ll praise. 
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Love Poem Found in Domestic Objects  
 
 
It will be when your fingerprint fills with blood  
from a kitchen accident by mincing garlic. They  
are all about you after all, so she says. I want a future  
with you smooth as the gloss finish of a Dutch oven.  
One where I do not cry out over a death sentence  
at thirty-five. To make a basic loom: I am a plucked  
instrument and you a struck-string hammer. Nightly routine 
of you swaddling me in a shabby bath towel stained bleach 
and holey. You wouldn’t substitute a doe for my neck  
but your own for a deer. When I dreamed we watched  
from the car window as a coyote devoured a mother hind.  
No white noise tonight, we create our own as the whirring  
breath from the fan stays silent. You pick me up. Say 
tenderly, and I’ll know: hope is the hum of your chest  
when you nod off in the the red velvet armchair we  
won’t take with us wherever we move to next.  
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Notes  
 
 
The phrase “bright and jittery,” which appears at the end of “Founding,” was written first by 
Hayes Cooper. The poem also loosely references Henry Walters’ poem “Presto.” 
 
Some of the lines in “Etymology” were lifted from the Wikipedia page on etymology, 
particularly the matrilineal section.  
 
“Inheritance,” in a slightly edited form, appeared in the summer 2018 issue of Atlantis Magazine.  
 
Lines in “Pieces (2015)” come from the “Waiting” aphorism in Roland Barthes’ A Lovers’ 
Discourse.  
 
“Iphigenia and Electra on a Walk” was inspired by Goethe’s Iphigenia in Tauris, particularly 
Orestes’ speech regarding the siblings’ reunion in Hades. 
 
The epigraph from “To Sappho” comes from John Donne’s “Sappho to Philaenis.” 
 
The phrase “Find a partner with compatible perversities” is adapted from a line in Maggie 
Nelson’s The Argonauts.  
 
“Dreamland” was inspired by the abandoned theme park Nara Dreamland in Nara, Japan.  
 
The refrain “I am my mother’s daughter” in “Palingenesis” is inspired by the line “I am my 
mother’s child” in Lorde’s song “Writer in the Dark” from the 2017 album Melodrama.  
 
The phrase “That story” in “Homestyle” is borrowed from Anne Sexton’s “Cinderella” from 
Transformations.  
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